HONGKONG—MACAO
solitary boredom standing in a doorway or sitting in a
cafe, waiting for the 'all clear' to sound. The night-raids
are worse, with their false alarms and endless delays.
Twice we have hardly slept at all. I have moved my bed
out on to the balcony so as to be able, at any rate, to
watch the planes without getting up. When the raid is
over, a Chinese plane, with a red and a green light on its
wing-tips, circles over the city, to guide the defenders
back to the air-field. Looking for this plane we stare so
hard into the sky that soon the stars themselves appear
to move. I see them dancing in front of me long after I
have shut my eyes in an angry and hopeless attempt to
fall asleep again.
April 21
Today, having written up our Yellow River material
and finished a series of newspaper articles, we reopened
our social life by attending a tea-party at the Terminus
Hotel. Mr. Han Li-wu had arranged it in order that we
should meet the leading Chinese intellectuals at present
in Hankow. The intellectuals were grouped at small tables,
in parties of five or six, and our hosts moved us gently
but firmly from one to another, whenever an interesting
conversation was beginning to develop. The gathering
was certainly most distinguished. We were honoured by
the monumental presence of Feng Yii*hsiang, the 'Chris-
tian General' (who is said once to have baptized a whole
regiment of his troops with a fire-hose). Feng speaks no
English—nor does he need to. He is one of those huge,
benevolent human whales whose mere silence is all-suffi-
cient. Our compliments were translated to him and he
beamed. Then everybody else talked English, disregard-
ing him completely, and he continued to beam. Strangely
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